Compared with Midgets

dwarf who could be with them always and would not develop
and live in the world. It is parents of ordinary stature who have
dwarf children. For that, too, is a chance; a lucky chance; if you
see it in that way. Midgets can live into old age and, themselves,
have children of normal size, so long as they are the midget type,
the miniature man or woman. The other sort are childless. Those
are the dwarfs who are hydrocephalous, or swollen headed. As
for the midgets, they are vain and jealous; they fall violently in
love, generally with persons of normal height; but, if married to
another midget, the wife will often die in childbirth, so anxious
are they to show that they are normal, and so dangerous and
delicate is their chain of life. How odd! (we say this in paren-
thesis) odder than what we were told of the harlequins of Mar-
seille or Barcelona, to see the midgets of the theatre in their
lodgings, living three or four in a bedroom, and watch them
climb on chairs to look into the mirror, hear them talking in their
falsetto voices! To be born a midget is to want less of everything
than other people, and to be certain of a living. No one would,
however, mistake Benvenuto for a midget. He was, too evidently,
growing out of his clothes. You could see that when he stood up
in the carriage.

But, again, we are neglecting what was in his heart or mind.
Such little prodigies must be compound of weariness and of
affection. For they are, indeed, from Lilliput, and their lives
will be more difficult as they get taller. Their candle is burning
from its wrong end. This very year, this month, may be the climax
of their powers. A world famous violinist who, when nine years
old, played the violin concerto of Brahms at a concert with the
composer present, has told me that, at the age of nine or ten, he
was more perfect in his art than at any other period since. It is
true, of course, that the violin in this sense is a more dangerous,
because more limited, instrument than the piano. Many prodigy
violinists must know the entire repertory while they are still
children. And, if they are not composers, there is nothing more
to come. Less than that, indeed, if their powers are in diminish-
ment. But, in every case, whatever the instrument, whether it is a
child composer, a child actor, or any other form of child prodigy,
it is present time which is dangerous and crucial. It must, indeed,
be curious, having become a nonentity, a teacher of music, an
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